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lovely plain of Krissa, which extends to the sea. The
great olive-gardens stretch away for miles on every
hand, interspersed here and there with plane-trees,
mulberry-trees, medlars, cypresses, and the wild
oleander. Many battles have been fought in that
sylvan paradise, which now looks the home of peace,
a veritable Garden of Eden lying between moun-
tains and sea. Pilgrims traveling to Delphi were
forced to pay toll there, and eventually the extortion
became so intolerable that it led to war. That even-
ing, as we drove along a road cut straight through
the heart of the olive-woods, the whole region
seemed sunk in a dream. We met no one; we heard
no traffic, no voices, no barking of dogs. The thou-
sands of splendid trees, planted symmetrically, were
moved by no breeze. Warmth and an odorous calm
pervaded the shadowy alleys between them. Here
and there a soft beam of light shone among the trees
from the window of a guardian's dwelling. And
once we stopped to take Turkish coffee under a vine-
trimmed arbor, solitary and lost in the sweet silence,
in the silver dusk of the forest. A lodge in the
wilderness! As I looked at the dark, bright-eyed
man who served us, I, perhaps foolishly, envied him
his life, his strange little home, remote, protected by
his only companions, the trees.

In this plain camels are used for transport, and, I
believe, for plowing and other work.  They are to be